DRESS OF BLISS

My thoughts are gopi damsels

My action-field is Brindavan gardens

My life/ an offering to

Krishna,  the Lord of Happiness*

Wavering is my mind
Wavering is my speech
Fluttering flower my being
gropes in the ends of the winds
for the occult Truth

A silhouetted flute-player

the bloom of the blue,

calls me

riding the streaming tears

of my thoughts,

chisels my pain stones

into Animated joy*

Naked

in the new light lake

my soul prays

the teasing GodheacU

hiding on the branching eternity's tree

for the dress of bliss*